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Way Up There 


Author's Notes: 
The events in this story are all fictional, and characters may be added! | will try to update this daily, if 
possible. Enjoy! 


Only twenty minutes after the show was over, it began. Lars stomped into the dressing room, huffing all the 
way. He was met with the sound of a shower, and a girl's voice. He knew James was in the shower with 


someone right away, but he was too mad to care. 


"James Hetfield!" Lars yelled, planting his hands on his hips and standing only a few feet away from the door of 
the shower stall. After a moment, the water turned off, and a quick, mumbled explanation was given to the girl 
who was in there with him. When she left, clad only in a towel with her clothes in her arms, she shot Lars an 


irritated look, but Lars barely noticed. 


A few seconds later, a just as irritated James exited the stall with only a towel around his waist. "What's so 
important that you had to interrupt that, Lars? She was hot," he grumbled, frowning. 


Lars rolled his eyes and shook his head. "Yeah, well, you'll live. This is more important," he said, still wearing the 
same angry look he had when he walked in. 


"Damn, Lars. Just chill, okay? What's the problem?" James asked. He was getting more impatient every second, 
which Lars picked up on easily. 


Lars began to hesitate then, began to think that his big problem really wasn't that big of a deal. He sighed and 


let his arms drop to his sides. "James, um, am |.um, am |, like-" 


James cut him off. "Jesus, spit it out, man! I'm sure it's not that big of a deal" He crossed his arms, watching 


Lars impatiently. 


"Am | too short?" It came out quickly, before Lars could think about keeping it in any longer. He blushed, then 


looked down at his feet, because he was sure James was about to laugh at him. 


James frowned and tilted his head. "What do you mean? What made you think about that?" he asked, starting 
to soften a little. 


Lars shrugged. "Well, all these girls, y'know, they always want you, because you're all tall and manly or 
whatever." Lars's face took on an even darker shade of red as he said it. 


James smiled and shook his head, then went to get some clean clothes and put them on. "Lars, don't worry 


about it. It's not that big of a deal," he said, pulling on a black t-shirt. 


Lars looked back up at James then, glaring. "Yeah, James, easy for you to say when you're way up there!" he 


yelled. 


James only rolled his eyes, then started wrapping his hair in a dry towel. "Lars, it's really not a big deal. 


Besides, its kinda cute, really." 


That stopped Lars in his tracks. He stood in a daze and stared up at James, who only laughed and shook his 
head. It had come out as casually as if he had said he was going to get a drink. Lars was left speechless, alone 
in the room when James left to go get on the bus. 


An Explanation 


Author's Notes: 
Events in this story are fictional, and characters may be added for the sake of the story. | will try to have a 
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After Lars had finally recovered from the shock of what James had said, he made his way out to the bus. All 
the way, questions swarmed his mind. What did James mean by that? Was he just joking? Did he actually think 


Lars was cute? 


Lars couldn't make sense of it all just yet, but he was curious. He wasn't going to just leave it as one of 
James's weird little jokes, because he had to know more. He had to know what possibly prompted James to say 


that. 


When he finally reached the bus, he walked inside with a little hesitation Everyone else was already there, 
which told him that he had been standing alone in the dressing room for longer than he had thought. 


Jason looked up first. "Hey, where were you? We've all been here for about ten minutes," he said, then went 


back to the magazine he had in his hand. 


Lars didn't bother answering, instead looking at James, who was standing in the corner with a beer and a bag 
of chips. James caught Lars staring, which only prompted a cheesy grin and a wave, while Lars turned red 
again and looked at something else. He finally sat down on the couch next to Kirk, who was also staring intently 


at a magazine, only his was, of course, horror. 


After a few minutes of sitting uncomfortably on the couch, as Jason and Kirk quietly read and James 
crunched loudly on his chips, James got up and started to walk towards his bunk. "I'm going to bed," he said, 
burping as he walked past Jason. 


"Asshole," Jason mumbled, only looking up for a few seconds before going back to what he was reading. 


Lars knew he wouldn't catch James alone again for a while if he didn't follow him now, and he was dying for 
answers. After giving James about five minutes, so it wouldn't seem quite so obvious, he got up and walked 


back to his own bunk. 


"Well, good night to you too, Lars," Kirk called after him, though his tone suggested that he was only joking. 


Lars knew he wasn't acting himself, but he couldn't fix it. James's words were the only thing on his mind. 


He poked his head back out for just a moment, so that he could answer Kirk, and maybe make himself seem 


less suspicious. "Night, Kirk. And Jase." He rolled his eyes and forced a smile, then quickly shut the door and 


climbed up into his bunk. 
"James?" His voice came as a slightly harsh whisper. 
He could hear a loud groan and saw the large lump in the bed turn over and shift. 


"James! Stop being stupid. | know you're awake," Lars hissed. He sat up in his bunk and stared over at James, 


even though it was too dark to really make out much of him. 


‘lm not awake, Lars. I'm sleeping. And you're interrupting me," James mumbled, being overly obvious about the 


smile in his voice. 


Lars frowned, then grabbed a dirty shirt he'd worn the night before. He tossed it across the room and into 
James's bunk, where it hit its target just right: James's face. 


James shot upright and threw the shirt off of him, yelling, "Oh, god! Why do you smell like the locker room in 
a high school gym?" 


Lars snickered, then sighed. "I knew you were awake. And you owe me an explanation" 
James continued to try and get the smell away from him. "Explanation for what?" he asked. 
Lars rolled his eyes. "You know what! Don't act like you don't! 

James laughed. "Really, Lars. | have no idea," he replied. His voice told Lars differently. 


"Stop messing around! You know what! You said | was..cutel" Lars yelled. The word felt foreign in his mouth, 


especially because he was talking about James. 
"Oh, that. Why do you need an explanation for that?" James laid back down and pulled his blanket back up. 


Lars glared over at him, even though James couldn't see. "Why do | need an explanation? Because you-you...you 


never call anything cute! Why would my height be cute?" 


Lars could just make out James's shrug in the darkness. "It just is, Lars. It's cute. Don't make such a big deal 
about it. Now, I'm going to sleep," he said, yawning and turning back to his original position 


"But, James! You-you can't do that! That's not fair!" Lars sputtered. "Come on, don't do this! You know | hate it 
when you won't answer my questions!" Lars leaned further over the bunk to try and get James to look at him 


again, but it was too late. James was already fast asleep, snoring as loudly as he always did. 


Fun Size 
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Lars woke from a restless sleep to the others already awake, and eating breakfast without him. He 


halfheartedly made himself look a little bit nicer before going to meet them all. 


Kirk saw Lars first, giving him a slightly amused smile. "Well, good morning, sunshine!" he said, laughing a little, 
which also prompted a quiet giggle from Jason. 


Lars shot both of them a dirty look. "Shut up. | didn’t sleep last night” With that, he turned his irritated gaze 
onto James, who merely smirked back at him. He then trudged over and sat in the open seat, which was, 


conveniently, next to James. 


As Jason and Kirk talked about a movie or a band or something, Lars was too exhausted to tell, James looked 


over at him. In between bites of the donut he was eating, he asked, "So, why did you have trouble sleeping?" 


Lars once again shot him a venomous look. "James, you know why. Cut it out!" He sighed, then took a sip out of 


the mug of coffee he had poured. 


James smiled. "Dude, why do you get so mad all the time?" He took another bite, still waiting for Lars to 


answer. 


‘I'm only mad because you won't explain what you mean by.." Lars paused, then looked at Jason and Kirk, who 
were now both watching them. 


Kirk looked at them both quizzically. "What's your guys's deal? Mad about what?" Jason had the same look on 


his own face, with the addition of a raised eyebrow. 


Lars frowned, feeling his face warm up. "Nothing! There's nothing wrong," he said defensively. He noticed that 
James was watching him with mild amusement, which caused his face to heat up more. He knew he was 


blushing. 


Kirk, still with the same skeptical look, nodded. Jason did the same, then mumbled an, "Okay, then, guys," before 
returning to his food. 


After a few awkward minutes, they had to get going again, to the venue they were going to play that night. 
Feeling defeated for the first time since the previous night, Lars crawled up into his bunk to take a nap. 


Something weird was happening, and he wasn't sure that he liked it. He felt a little nervous around James, and 
when he thought about what he had said, his heart sped up a little. He wasn't sure how to feel about it quite 
yet, but he was wary of this new feeling. As he drifted off to sleep, thoughts of James still plagued his mind. 


Hours later, he was woken by James's voice. "C'mon, man We're here. We gotta go," he said, grabbing Lars's 


arm. 


Lars felt his stomach flop when James did that, which caught him off-guard for a few seconds. He sat up 


sleepily, mumbling, "I'll go when you tell me what you meant about me being cute." 


James rolled his eyes. "Don't be stupid Its just cute. You're all short and small, and what's not to like about 
that? Fun size." 


This made Lars sit up straighter, open his eyes a little wider. All traces of his previous sleepiness were gone. 
"James, what? That doesn't count as an explanation!" 


James grinned, then disappeared from the room. Lars scrambled out of his bed as quickly as possible, but 


James was already long gone, leaving Lars to go in alone, just as confused as before. 


Some Advice 
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Lars hardly saw James at all in the hours leading up to the show, which left him to hang out with Kirk, who 
was still very obviously suspicious of what was going on between James and himself. With about thirty 
minutes until soundcheck, Lars found himself spilling everything to Kirk. 


"Last night, | just came in to talk to him about something, | was kinda pissed off, and he just thought it was 
funny! And then, when | told him what it was-" 


"What was it? | can't help you if you don't tell me, Lars. I'm sure it's not a big deal." Kirk gave him a 
reassuring look as he tilted his head. 


"Well. was mad because, y'know, James gets all these girls, and | never do. And it's probably because l'm, um, 


kinda short," Lars mumbled 

Kirk nodded thoughtfully. "Okay, so, you went to James to complain, or ask him about it?" 

Lars shrugged. "I dunno what | wanted to do. Probably both. | was just mad.and a little upset, too, | guess” 
Kirk nodded again. "And then what did James say? It's obviously got you pretty freaked out," he said 


Lars sighed, hesitated a little. But he knew, in the end, that Kirk wouldn't tell anyone. And no one gave better 


advice. "He-he said it was cute that I'm short" 
Kirk raised his eyebrows. "Oh. I've never heard James say anything like that before." 
Lars frowned, saying, "Yes, Kirk, thank you for pointing that out. As if | didn't already know." 


‘lm just saying that for him to say that, he must mean it on some level. What do you think about it?" Kirk 
asked. 


Lars shrugged again, sighing. "I-l'm not sure. | wanna say | don't care, but | do. When | think about it, | 
feel.different. And | think about James a lot more than I'd like to." 


A smile settled on Kirk's face. "It sounds to me like you have a little crush on James. And it sounds even more 


like James has a little crush on you," he said. 


Lars's eyes went wide. "Nol It-it cant be that. He's probably just messing with me," he said, obviously trying to 
convince himself more so than Kirk. 


Kirk shrugged, replying, "Whatever you say, Lars. But | know what I'm seeing. And hearing. Now, c'mon. We gotta 
go get ready for the show." 


Lars saw James again for the first time since that morning when they got to the rehearsal room. He tried not 
to pay much attention to him for now, deciding that it would only mess with his head more. Still, James gave 
him the same smile he always had, and for some reason, Lars felt different when he saw it now. Could Kirk be 
right? Did he have a crush on James? He didn't have time for that now, as much as those questions wanted 


to consume his thoughts. 


After playing a great show, Lars was back in the same spot as he had been last night. All he wanted was 
something to take his mind off of James, and a girl would be nice, but there was no one that seemed 


interested, and no one he was really interested in, either. 

He trudged tiredly back to the showers alone, and when he got there, he was met once again with James's 
voice. And with him, this time, were the voices of two girls. Lars sighed, and didn't even say anything to James 
as he got in another one of the showers. 

Strangely, though, as he was forced to listen to them, Lars found himself more jealous of the girls in the 
shower than of James. He didn't know what was happening to him. He tried not to focus on it, putting more 


thought into washing his hair than into James. 


By the time he had finished, Lars figured James and the others would all be gone. But, as he stepped out of 


the shower, he was startled by James's voice. 

"Hey, no girls, huh?" he asked, glancing over at Lars before continuing to brush his hair. 

Lars looked at him for a few seconds and shook his head. "No," he mumbled, then started getting dressed. 
James gave him a few moments before he looked at him again. "No? Why not?" he asked. 

Lars turned to face him and sighed. "Because, James. We've already talked about it. I'm too short. Girls want 
guys like you. Obviously they do. | know you had two in there this time," he replied as he finished pulling a t 


shirt on. 


For a split second, a reminiscent smile crossed James's face. Then, he became more serious. "Lars, what have | 


been saying? There's nothing wrong with being short." 


"Yeah, and what did | say, James? It's easy for you to say when you look like..you!" Lars gave him the same 


glare he had the night before. 


James rolled his eyes, then walked over to Lars. "C'mon. Give it a rest for the night, will you? Here." James 


bent down a litte, and before Lars could really stop him, James had pulled him up and onto his shoulders. 
"What're you doing?" Lars asked, though he wasn't fighting it. 
James grinned. "Making you tall," he replied, starting to make his way out to the bus. 


Before long, Lars found himself smiling, too. He didn't know what he felt for James anymore, but he couldn't 
help that he was beginning to like it. 


James stopped right outside the bus and helped Lars down. "Okay, well, there you go," he said, smiling again at 
Lars as he went to open the door. 


"Hey, wait!" Lars yelled, stopping James before he could go inside. 

James looked at him. "What is it?" he asked, turning fully to face him. 

"Will-will you tell me what you meant now?" Lars tilted his head, looking at James hopefully. 

James only shook his head and smiled again. "Good night, Lars," he said, opening the door and walking inside. 


Lars stood outside alone for a few minutes, still shocked about what could possibly be happening between him 


and his best friend. 


Up Too Late 
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Lars woke up with a start in the middle of the night. After taking a moment to catch his breath and seeing 
the others, all sound asleep, he calmed down a little. He sighed and laid back down, although he knew he wouldn't 
be able to go back to sleep for quite a while. 

It had been a strange dream that had woken him up, a dream unlike any other that he'd had before. He and 
James were together in it, and at one point, they had been close enough to kiss. The truly weird part, though, 
was that in the dream, Lars had actually wanted to kiss James. And that was when he had woken up. 

After laying in his bunk restlessly for another few minutes, he decided to get up and go sit for a while. He 
rubbed his eyes and yawned as he adjusted to the light, then dropped on the couch. As hard as he tried to 
forget the dream, make it leave his mind, he kept drifting back to it. 


About ten minutes had passed before he heard a few noises in the other room. He figured someone else must 


be awake, too. And soon, his suspicions were confirmed. 


James padded sleepily out into the room, eyes barely open and hair sticking out. He plopped down onto the 


couch next to Lars, smiling tiredly and yawning. 


Lars sighed and looked over at him, which was harder and harder to do since all of this started. But, really, 


Lars wasn't even sure what he meant by ‘this' anymore. 

"What are you doing up? It's late," Lars said softly. 

James shrugged. "| dunno, why are you up? Its late," he replied mockingly. 

Lars smiled a little at that. "I had a weird dream. Woke me up. | just wanted to come sit out here for a while." 
"Yeah, | just woke up a couple minutes ago. Jason snores loud." James frowned a little and wrinkled his nose. 
Lars raised an eyebrow at James, saying, "Jason snores, huh? You should hear yourself sometime." 

James laughed a little. "Can't help it. At least | don't wake anyone up," he replied. 


"Not anyone, huh, James? Well, I'm right here. And you've woken me up a few times," Lars said. Then, his 


dream came to mind again, causing him to blush slightly. 


"Well, my sincerest apologies, Lars. However can | make it up to you?" James asked, mocking apparent in his 


Voice. 


Lars hesitated for a moment, then mumbled, "Well, you could tell me about what you meant when you said it's 


cute that l'm short." 


For a second, and just a second, Lars swore he saw a blush touch James's cheeks. And then, just like that, it 


was gone. "I'm sorry, that information is unavailable at the time. Any other requests?" 

Lars sighed defeatedly. "Nope. That was it," he said, leaning his head back a little and closing his eyes. He felt 
the couch shift as James moved slightly closer to him. And for some reason, that tiny gesture caused Lars's 
stomach to do a little flip-flop. 


"Well, y'know, I've been telling you all | can tell you about it," James said, yawning again 


Lars yawned too, beginning to feel sleepy again. "But | wanna know more, James. You're driving me crazy." 


Slowly, Lars's head fell over, against James's shoulder. 
| know. You haven't let it go once. Just give me some time." 


Lars nodded compliantly, although he was hardly listening by then. He pulled himself up a little closer to James, 
then drifted off to sleep against his shoulder. 


More Advice 
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Lars woke up on the couch, where he had fallen asleep in the middle of the night. But James was now gone, and 
his neck was stiff from the awkward position he had been in. He sat up slowly, then reached back to try and 


rub away the soreness. 


After a few minutes, Jason walked out into the room. "Morning," he mumbled sleepily, stretching before sitting 


down. 
"Hey. Where are James and Kirk?" Lars asked. 
Jason shrugged. "Not sure. | think | remember them getting up and going somewhere earlier." 


Lars nodded, but didn't say anything. He wondered what James and Kirk would be doing together. Then, Jason 
interrupted his train of thought. 


"Do we have anything to do today?" he asked. Then Lars remembered that they had a day off, there was no 
show that night. And they would get to sleep in actual hotel rooms, too. 


"Not really, no. You can do anything you want," Lars replied, standing up. 
"Alright. Sounds good" Jason smiled a little, then got ready to leave. 
"Hey, Jase. Wait a second" 

Jason stopped, then turned back "Yeah? What's up?" 


Lars hesitated for a moment, but his curiosity got the best of him. "Do you, um, notice anything weird the 
past couple days? About James?" 


Jason smiled. "James isn't the only one, y'know. Both of you have been acting weird. And | think | know why." 
Lars frowned. "No you don't! | swear. Whatever you think, it's wrong." 


"How do you know what | think, Lars?" Jason said, smiling again and raising his eyebrows. 


Lars sighed, then bit his lip. "Okay, fine. Yeah, maybe I'm acting weird too. But you notice it?" 


"Well, l'm not an idiot, y'know. Of course | notice it. And do you know what | think it is?" Jason walked back and 


sat down next to Lars. 
Lars tilted his head, then hesitantly asked, "What do you think?" 


Jason shrugged, replying, "Well, if | had my guess, it has something to do with you guys, y'know, having a thing 


for each other. Am | wrong?" 


Lars sighed miserably. "No. At least not for me. | tried to deny it and tried to make it go away, but you're 


right. James doesn't like me like that, though. | mean, there's no way. This is James we're talking about" 


Jason thought for a moment, finally saying, "I don't think it's impossible at all. Especially with how he's been 
acting around you. You're both being weird. | think you just need to get it out there." 


"But | can't do that! He'll think I'm weird too, and | don't want to fuck our friendship up. It's just.t can't. At least 


not until he tells me what's going on with him," Lars replied 
Jason titted his head. "What happened? What started it, anyway?" 


Lars sighed as he prepared to retell the story again. "Well, he was in the dressing room after the show, and | 


was mad, so | came to see him and rant about it" 
"Wait, what were you-" 


"Is because I'm short, okay? And | was jealous of all the girls. And then he said not to worry about it 


because it's, uh, cute." 
Jason nodded and smiled a little. "And you think he doesn't like you? | may have only been in this band for a 
few years, but | know James enough to know that that isn't normal. And you should too. Shit, he's your best 


friend. You haven't noticed it before?" 


Lars shook his head. "No. | didn't even know how | felt until he said that. And now it's, like, unbearable. It's like 


it's all hitting me at once." 


Jason reached over and gently patted him on the back. "Miserable, huh? I've been there too. The best thing is 


to just get it out, man. l'm serious." 


Lars nodded, giving him a grateful smile. "Thanks, Jase. I-I'll try. I'm just not sure if | can do it" He sighed a 
little, then let his shoulders slump. 


Jason patted his back again before standing up. "I bet you can. Eventually you will, anyway. I'm gonna go meet 


the guys. You coming?" 
Lars shook his head again, saying, "Nah. l'm gonna go sleep it off for a while. | gotta think and stuff” 


Jason nodded as he turned to walk out the door. "Well, alright. I'll see you later, probably. Good luck with the 


James thing," he said, leaving and closing the door behind him. 

Lars trudged miserably back to his bunk and flopped down into it. He was starting to lose it about James, and 
it had really only been two days. He had never felt like this before, and it was more miserable than interesting 
by now. All he wanted was for James to answer him, to end the confusion and tell him what he wanted. He 
wanted to know if it was a joke, or something more. 

Although he didn't think he would ever fall asleep, exhaustion from the lack of it from the last few days 
eventually took over. For the first time since that night, he slept well, and didn't wake up once. That was, until 


James came back to get him. 


He felt himself being shaken before the voice even registered. "Hey, c'mon. Get up, man. Stop being a lazy ass." 


When Lars finally forced his eyes open, he was looking up into James's grinning face. 


Lars frowned, mumbling, "What're you doing? Jason said you were out with Kirk" He finally started to sit up, 


and so James backed away a little. 
"Yeah, two hours ago | was. It's after noon Get up," James said. 


Lars yawned and crawled slowly out of the bunk. "Fine, okay. What're we gonna do? Why'd | have to get woken 
up?" 


James shrugged. "I was bored. Fucking with you is my favorite pastime." 


Lars rolled his eyes as he started to pull on a clean shirt. "I appreciate it, James. That was a good nap," he 


said, sarcasm evident in his voice. 


James sighed. "Don't be a drama queen. We can go check out the hotel we get to stay in. Apparently it's pretty 
rice. Even if it is just for the night" 


Lars smiled slightly, then started combing through his hair with his fingers to make it look a little better. 
"Alright, fine. | guess that's cool. But I'm still not happy about being woken up." He frowned slightly. 


"Well, | can make it up to you," James replied, raising his eyebrows. 
Lars grinned excitedly. "You're going to stop being an ass and tell me what you meant already?" 


James rolled his eyes. "No. Just get over that 


Lars frowned again and sighed, slumping his shoulders disappointedly. 

"C'mon, Lars. Stop being a baby. | could make you tall again," James said, smiling. 

Lars felt a smile start to cross his face in spite of himself. 

James's smiled widened as he started to walk out, waiting for Lars to follow him. "That's what | thought. Come 
on" He leaned down low again and helped Lars up, then started carrying him on his shoulders again. "I'm gonna 
have to put you down when we get in the car, but | can do this for now," he continued. 


Lars nodded. "Yeah, that's fine. And are you sure you can't tell me? Completely sure?" 


James turned a little to face him. "Yes. l'm sure. But | can say it again, though. Your shortness is pretty damn 


cute." He smiled widely again before turning back forwards. 


Lars frowned a little for a few seconds, feeling his face heat up slightly. "Yeah, whatever, Hetfield. I'll make you 


tell me eventually." 


James didn't say anything for a few moments. "Maybe you will, Lars," he finally replied. 


The Shortest (Last) Straw 


Author's Notes: 
Events in this story are fictional and characters may be added for the sake of the story. | will try to update 
often, Enjoy! 


James had been right; the hotel was nice. To Lars it was, anyway. But anything beat sleeping in a bus every 
night. Unlike Kirk, who had decided to go check out the area, and Jason, who had decided to go see if he could 
meet any girls, Lars wanted to stay back in his room and relax, because they didn't get the chance often. He 
didn't know where James was, and he wanted to stop thinking about him for a change. Things were just getting 


too weird. 

After a few enjoyable hours of watching TV and eating pizza that he had ordered, thoughts of James began 
seeping back into Lars's mind. After some consideration, he had convinced himself that he was going to 
confront James about it. He was sick of sitting and waiting for him to say something, and the whole situation 
was driving Lars crazy. 

Lars knew that Kirk was back, because he'd stopped by for a few minutes to ask how Lars was doing and steal 
a slice of pizza Lars also knew that Jason was still gone, thanks to Kirk's sneaking around and finding out about 
it. But neither of them knew for sure what James had been doing. Not long after Kirk went to his own room, 


Lars decided to take a chance and see if James was in his room. 


After finding out what number it was, Lars's suspicions were confirmed. He could hear loud music inside, so he 


knew James was there. After standing awkwardly outside for a few moments, he knocked on the door. 
The music got quieter, and seconds later, the door was being opened. James smiled when he saw Lars. 
"Hey, Lars. What's up?" James said, gesturing for him to come in. 

Lars followed behind him. "Hey. Can |, like, talk to you about something?" he asked. 


James nodded, replying, "Well, sure. Something wrong?" James sat down on the bed, and Lars sat in the chair 


near it. 


Lars bit his lip as he quickly tried to collect himself and decide what he wanted to say. "Un, kind of. l-I really 
need to know about what you said the other night" 


James sighed. "Lars, c'mon, we already talked about it” 


Lars frowned, starting to feel more angry than nervous. "No, we haven't. You just keep avoiding it. And-and it's 


really starting to piss me off. | keep asking and you don't tell me anything.’ 
James stopped him for a moment. "Lars, listen-" 


Lars cut him off, standing up. He was too mad and caught up in what he was saying to listen. "No! You're 


driving me crazy! All| wanna know is why. It's all | can think about and you're confusing the hell out of me!" 
James stood up too, slightly shocked. "Please, Lars, just-" 


"| begged you and begged you to tell me! You won't! | tried to be patient but | can't! Especially now," he yelled, 


walking closer and glaring up at James. 
James looked back down at him, his own irritation starting to set in. “Especially when?" 


"Since-since you said that! | don't even know what to feel about you anymore! You're fucking confusing!" Lars 


spat. 


James's face contorted into a scowl, and his breathing got heavy, just as it always did when he got mad. Lars 
became uncertain, but maintained his ground, not wanting to have to wait any longer. 


Before he knew what was happening, James's arms were around his waist, picking him up. Panic took over Lars 
for a few seconds, as he wasn't sure what James might do. And, before he could even start to fight him, his 
mouth was pressed against James's. 

Although he stayed tense for a few seconds, the panic died away quickly, replaced with excitement and 
confusion. Hands that Lars thought might hurt him at first suddenly felt much more gentle around his waist 


as he wrapped his legs around James and buried his fingers in James's hair, pulling him closer. 


Although their kiss had been angry at first, it gradually became slower and sweeter, and Lars found himself 


wanting more. But after not nearly long enough, James was setting him back down on his feet. 

Lars didn't feel like his legs would hold him for much longer as he stood there, dazed and flustered and 
breathless. He stared up at James, panting and shaky. He noticed James swallow hard. "There's one of the 
reasons why | like how short you are. Perfect size for kissing." 

Lars continued to watch him silently, not quite believing what had just happened. 

James frowned. "Stop staring like that, weirdo. Get ahold of yourself 


Lars finally gathered himself enough to speak. "Y-you still didn’t really tell me, James," he whispered. 


James sighed. "Time, Lars. But that didn't mean nothing." 


Lars nodded and left the room without another word. As he shakily walked back to his own room, he found he 


couldn't stop touching his lips, a place where James's had been just minutes before. 


A Realization 
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Lars spent yet another night sleepless, which he blamed again on James. And yet, somehow, the anger was 
melted away. He wanted to be mad at James, wanted to resent him for being so elusive, and yet, he just 


couldn't. Not after that kiss. 
Unlike the previous nights, in which Lars's mind had been filled with ideas of what James might have meant, 
the night before had been filled with memories of their kiss, and with thoughts of doing it again. Where he had 


previously been questioning his feelings for James, he now only questioned how to tell him his feelings. 


Although his irritation was no longer directed at James, a lack of sleep still left him grumpy. That morning 
when he met up with Kirk and James, he caught them both laughing at the expression on his face. 


"What happened to you? You don't look very happy," Kirk said, still smiling. 


"Yeah, what's your deal?" James added. Lars knew James wouldn't act strangely, but he still noticed something 


different. 
Lars frowned at both of them and sat. "I didn't sleep last night," he mumbled, sighing, 
Kirk gave him a mockingly sympathetic face. "Oh, you poor thing. Why couldn't you sleep?" 
Lars shot a look towards James, who visibly blushed. 


Kirk picked up on what was happening and decided not to prod any further. "So, Jason's still upstairs with the 
girl he met last night," he said, changing the subject. 


Lars pulled his eyes away from James. "Oh, really?" 
Kirk nodded and smiled slightly. "Yeah. | only saw her for a second, but he seemed kind of into her." 


Lars smiled, and tried to seem interested, but he found himself glancing at James again, who was unusually 


silent. He had an odd look on his face, one that Lars hadn't really seen before. "That's good," he replied absently. 


Finally, James spoke. "Hey, I'm gonna go check on Newkid, actually.” 


Kirk frowned at him. "Don't fuck up his chances with that girl, dude. That's not cool.” 
James shrugged and smiled a nearly normal smile. "I can't make any promises." With that, he got up and left. 


Kirk turned to watch him go, making sure he was out of earshot before asking, "What the hell is going on with 


you two?" 
Lars turned and looked too, just to be safe. "I don't know anymore," he said, sighing miserably. 


Kirk tilted his head. "Well, something's happened since yesterday. You guys have gotten, like, ten times weirder. 


You don't even talk." 


"I know. It's just..something happened last night. After you left," Lars said quietly. He felt himself blushing at 
the thought of it. 


"What happened?" Kirk asked. 

Lars hesitated and looked down. "I don't think | can tell you. But | know how | feel about him." 

Kirk smiled. "You like him, dont you?" 

Lars nodded silently. 

"Well, tell him. | don't think he will, Lars. James has a hard time opening up. You know that," Kirk said. 

Lars nodded again. "I know. But its hard to. Because sometimes | think maybe he feels the same, but it's 
confusing. He had two girls in the shower a couple nights ago. That doesn't scream that he wants to be with 
me," he said. 


Kirk shrugged. "Well, he might just be having a hard time showing it. | think you should say something." 


"Maybe," Lars mumbled, his mind drifting again to their kiss. James had said himself that it meant something. 
But by something, what did he mean? 


‘lm gonna go do some stuff, okay? I'll see you in a few hours. Rest up for the show," Kirk said, patting his 
shoulder and smiling gently before getting up and walking away. 


When Lars finally saw James again, before the show, things seemed fairly normal. They had that same slightly 
off feeling as that morning, though. They didn't talk much, besides an awkward smile and a couple of 
meaningless jokes, which felt more forced than natural. 


They played another great show that night, and Lars was exhausted. He walked tiredly back into their dressing 


room with Jason by his side, complaining endlessly about James's little interruption that morring. Lars 


pretended to listen, but he was more interested in the quiet as they walked inside. Kirk was a few steps behind 
them, and Lars heard only one shower, so that must mean it was James. 


Through Jason's rambling and Kirk's loud and off-key singing behind them, being done both to annoy and cheer 


Lars up, he noticed something: for the first time in months, there were no girls to be heard with James. 


Getting Back 
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For the first time since it all started, Lars was beginning to feel confident about telling James how he felt. He'd 
done his best to keep from seeming too excited around the others, especially James, but he was sure it 
seemed noticeable. For the first time in days he was acting happy again, even if it wasn't exactly normal. 

Lars also decided that it was his turn to mess with James for a while. He knew that he wanted to tell him, and 
he knew that he would eventually, but not without getting a little payback first. James usually got the upper 
hand when it came to messing with people, and Lars had decided that he wanted a turn. 

After they had all gotten back to the bus, each of them began doing what they always did after a show: Jason 
with a bass magazine, Kirk with a horror magazine, and James with a snack. Lars usually talked to James, so 
he decided it was a perfect time to start his plan. Since Jason and Kirk were already well aware of the 
situation, Lars decided it wouldn't really matter what he said. 


"Hey, James. What's up?" Lars asked, walking up and standing close to him. 


James shrugged and gave Lars a slightly puzzled look. "Same as always," he replied, gesturing to the beer in his 


hand. 
Lars nodded, fighting to keep a smile away from his face. "So, no girls, huh?" He tilted his head. 

James shrugged again, then said, "No. Not tonight" Lars could tell already that he was starting to squirm. 
Lars nodded. "That's too bad. You wanna tell me why not? You hardly ever pass that up’ 

James frowned slightly. "I just didn't feel like it, okay?" 

"Well, you know how it is for me. I'm too short to get girls very easily." Lars sighed, trying to look upset 


James rolled his eyes. "Lars, | know what you're doing. Cut the shit," he said quietly, though Kirk still glanced up 


at them to see what was going on. 
Lars felt a smile on his lips. "What am | doing, James?" 


"Trying to get me to say it! Cut it out," James whispered. 


Lars shook his head. "No, I'm not. But | do have something to tell you." He gestured for James to get closer so 
he could whisper it. 


"What?" James mumbled as he bent down a little. 


Lars leaned closer. "I think it's kinda hot that you're tall," he whispered. He pulled back slowly, grinning a little 
and trying not to laugh. 


James had turned a deep shade of red and he wore the same dazed expression Lars had a few nights earlier. 
He didn't say anything for a few seconds, finally elbowing Lars in the ribs and mumbling, "Asshole." Although 
his voice sounded angry, a lopsided smile had settled on his lips. 

He left the room after that, and went to bed As soon as he was gore, Lars started to laugh. 

Kirk looked up and raised his eyebrows. "What just happened?" he asked. Jason looked up too. 

Lars smiled and shrugged. "I told him something to get back for the other night. Now it's his turn to suffer." 
Kirk rolled his eyes. "Don't torture him too much, Lars. The poor guy doesn't know how to handle his feelings.’ 


Lars grinned. "I'll go easy on him. But he deserved that," he said. 


Jason shrugged. "Maybe he did. But you guys need to stop screwing around and tell each other already. It's 
getting annoying.” 


Kirk nodded in agreement. "It's like living with teenagers, man" 


"Okay, | know. l'm going to tell him. Really soon," Lars said. And for the first time, he knew he meant it for 


sure. 


A Real Explanation 
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Lars had thoroughly enjoyed the day following his revenge on James. Watching him so uncomfortable, blushing 
at the very sight of Lars, was more fun than he could have imagined. 


Although James had been seeming to avoid Lars all day, eventually they had to be together to warm up 
before the show that night. Lars was already there, waiting a little too eagerly for James to come in so he 


could mess with him some more. 


Kirk easily noticed the mischievous grin on Lars's face. "Dude, go easy on James. You saw what you did to him 


last night.” Even Kirk couldn't help but smile at the thought of it. 


"I know. Just a little more, okay? I'm not being mean to him. He's just terrible with feelings," Lars said, smiling 
again And only a few moments later, James walked in. 


Lars jumped up to go meet him. "Hi, Jamie. I've hardly seen you all day," he said, fighting off a smile. 


James started to blush again "I've been, y'know, busy," he said quietly, pushing past Lars to touch him as little 
as possible. 


Lars smiled when his back was turned. "Well, I've missed you all day.’ 
James sighed. "You'll live, Lars. I'm here now," he replied. 


Lars grinned at Kirk, who rolled his eyes. It was Jason who finally cut in, saying, "We should probably get ready 
for the show." 


James agreed eagerly, and so Lars didn't get another chance to talk to him until the show was over. 
After the show, Lars walked back with Kirk. "So, do you think | need to tell him tonight?" Lars asked. 
Kirk raised his eyebrows. "Are you serious? You can't tell me you'd consider torturing him any longer.” 
Lars shrugged. "It's funny. And it's cute to watch him like that," he said. 


Kirk shook his head. "Never thought I'd hear you call James cute, man. You have to tell him." Then, Kirk walked 


off to go and get cleaned up. 

Once again, James was alone. Lars wanted to be done first, so he'd have a little time to think about what he 
was going to say. He showered quickly, which wasn't a normal thing for him, and then got dressed. Jason and 
Kirk both left when they were done, because they knew what Lars was going to do. Or, what they hoped he 


would do. 


A few minutes after they had gone, James got out of the shower. He looked a little startled to see Lars at 
first. "Hey, what are you still doing here?" he asked. 


Lars shrugged. "Just waiting for you," he replied. 


James nodded a little, then got clean clothes. "Hey, can | talk to you about something?" he said softly, still 
slightly preoccupied with getting dressed. 


Lars was a little surprised. "Sure, James." He hoped it would be the same thing he'd come to tell James about. 


Finally, he finished with his clothes, and walked slowly over to Lars. He sat next to him, but not too close. He 


looked down for a few moments, with a frown on his face, and Lars knew he was thinking 

James finally looked up. "So, um, y'know what | said the other night? About you?" 

Lars nodded. "Well, of course. What about it?" he asked 

"Well, since then, a bunch of shit's been happening. When | said it, | thought you'd think | was just joking, and 
you'd forget about it. But then you kept asking me and asking me. And then-then we kissed, and then what you 


said last night..shit, | don't even know." James sighed, staring down at the ground. 


Lars thought for a few seconds before saying, "Well, it really wasn't like you to say. And you know | have to 
ask about stuff, James." He tried a smile. 


That won a soft laugh from James. "I know. And deep down, | kind of wanted you to ask. | just didn't know how 


to answer." 
Lars bit his lip and scooted slightly closer to James. "Well, you don't have to say anything until you're ready." 
James looked up. "But | want to. | just don't really know what to say," he mumbled, sighing. 


Lars hesitated for a few seconds, questioning what he was about to do. He slowly leaned in closer to James. 


"Well, maybe you don't really need to say it yet," he whispered. 


James's eyes met his. Lars stared deeply into them for a few seconds, almost entranced, before James closed 


the gap between them. 


Lars pulled himself up even closer to James, and then James's arms were around his waist, pulling Lars into 


his lap. Lars's hands found James's hair, and his fingers were soon tangled in it, pulling James closer. 
Unlike the time before, this kiss lasted as long as Lars wanted, although he still wanted more when they finally 
came away for breath. Lars let his forehead rest against James's, breathing softly and looking at him in 


contented silence. 


It was James who finally spoke again. "See? There you go. Perfect size for kissing," he whispered, smiling gently 
at Lars. Lars smiled back at him. 


After a few more minutes had passed, Lars stood up, and so did James. "We should probably get out to the 


bus. | bet Kirk and Jase are wondering what we're doing,” James said, starting to walk. 

‘James, wait a second," Lars said, gently grabbing his arm. 

James turned and looked at him. "What is it?" 

Lars grinned a little. "Make me tall again?" 

James smiled and leaned down so that Lars could climb onto his shoulders. Neither of them said anything more 


for the rest of the walk back, just enjoying the quiet. Lars thought again about how James still hadn't exactly 
put into words what he was feeling, but in the moment, he didn't care. It was enough for then. 


Battles (Epilogue) 
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A few days had passed since Lars and James finally admitted how they felt, even if it wasn't exactly how Lars 
had pictured it. This time, unlike the first time they'd kissed, they stayed together. Still, Lars loved to tell 
James he was cute, to see the bright red on his cheeks, to render him speechless and embarrassed. And, in 
turn, James did the same. 

After another show, Lars trudged tiredly back to the dressing room, Kirk by his side. He still wasn't sure how 
James possibly got there so fast every night. He sighed, then sat down for a few minutes to catch his breath. 
Kirk sat with him. 

"God, | love touring, but this is getting exhausting," Lars said. 

Kirk nodded. "I know. I'm kind of ready to be at home." 

"I am too. Only a few more months." Lars reached back to try and rub the soreness out of one shoulder. 

Kirk smiled tiredly, replying, "Yeah, only a few. I'm going to go shower. I'll see you later, probably." 

Lars nodded, still sitting for a few more minutes before deciding to go and take a shower of his own. He 
figured James would be about done, so he wanted to hurry up so that they could leave together. He hunched 


his shoulders and sighed tiredly as he stood there, then reached back again to his sore shoulder. 


Eventually, time started to slip away from him and he wasn't paying attention to anything. He barely noticed 
the knock on the door. 


"You okay, Lars? You've been in there for a while." It was James's voice, slightly concerned. 
Lars snapped back into reality then. "Yeah, l'm fine. Just a minute," he replied. James didn't say anything more. 
Lars finally stepped out with a towel around his waist. "Where'd Kirk and Jason go?" he asked. 


James shrugged. "They left a while ago. | wanted to wait for you." He smiled at Lars, a smile that now made 


his heart melt a little every single time. 


“Thanks, Jamie," Lars mumbled, knowing that nickname would earn him an embarrassed smile and a blush from 


James. 


Lars got exactly what he wanted. He grinned slightly at the look on James's face before quickly changing into 
clean clothes. He then walked over and dropped into James's lap. 


As James's arms slipped around his waist, Lars rested his head against James's shoulder. Lars sighed heavily. 
"What's wrong?" James asked softly. One hand made its way up to Lars's hair. 

Lars shrugged. "Nothing. Touring is just exhausting. Kind of miss home a little." 

James nodded. "I know. But I'm here, if that's any consolation," he replied, barely laughing. 


Lars looked up at him and smiled. "You? What am | going to do with a big asshole that likes to mess with me 
for days and days? You add cute to the equation and you're no help at all, Jamie.” 


James blushed and rolled his eyes. "Whatever. Good luck finding someone else to put up with you," he said. 
Lars shook his head. "You're the only one. So, it looks like you're stuck with me." 

James shrugged, then replied, "You know, that sounds good to me." 

Lars smiled, then stood. "Let's go back to the bus. | want to sleep." 

"| do too. You want up?" James asked, smiling. 

Lars nodded before climbing up on James's shoulders. "We probably look a little funny," he said, laughing. 

"| don't care. | think it's cute," James replied. 

Lars reached down for James's hand. "Maybe it is," he mumbled. 

They were quiet for the rest of the time until they got to the bus, and then Lars slipped down. He walked 
inside after James, and Kirk was already in bed. Only Jason was still out, silently reading a magazine, just like 


every other night. He glanced up at them for a few seconds, then went back to reading. 


James didn't even bother with a snack that night before going to bed He placed a kiss on Lars's forehead 
before he went, then left quietly, so that he wouldn't wake Kirk up. 


Jason looked up and smiled after he was gone. "So, | guess you guys are working out pretty well, huh? Aren't 
you glad you just said something?" 


Lars nodded. He thought for a few moments, then asked, "Jase? The other night, you said you've been there. 
Not able to tell someone how you feel. Who were you talking about?" 


Jason frowned, hesitated a little. "Um, no one important,” he replied, though Lars could tell that he was lying. 
"You can tell me, man. It's not like | have anyone to tell," Lars said softly. 


Jason shook his head, and didn't say anything more, but Lars could tell he was looking at Kirk's jacket, which 
had been thrown lazily on the floor. 


Lars smiled a little and gently touched his shoulder. "I think you should say something," he whispered, and with 
that, he left Jason by himself. 


Lars had planned on sleeping in his own bunk at first, but instead found himself crawling into James's. He was 


met with a sleepy groan as James shifted a little to make space. "You woke me up," he mumbled. 

Lars fit himself into the space left in the bunk. "You'll live," he whispered in reply. 

James yawned as he wrapped his arm around Lars to pull him closer. "Yeah, | know." 

Neither of them said anything more for a while, and Lars thought of what Jason had said. He almost told 
James, but finally decided it would be better if he kept it secret for a while. Jason would tell him in his own 


time. 


Lars was startled when James spoke again. "Here's another reason why it's nice that you're short. You can fit 


here," he mumbled tiredly. 


Lars smiled. "Never thought I'd see the day that you would want someone to sleep this close to you, especially 
me. You hate being all cramped up." 


James didn't say anything for a while. "I hate it with most people, yes. But you're different,” he finally said. 
"Why am | different from all the other people?" he asked quietly. 
He felt James's arms tighten around him for just a few seconds. "Well, because | love you," he mumbled. 


Lars couldn't say anything for a few moments. He grinned, then turned to kiss James's cheek. "You finally 
answered me with actual words, Jamie. It sure took long enough." 


James shrugged. "I'm not good at this stuff, you know that" 
Lars sighed happily. "I think you're great at it. And you know what? | love you too," he whispered. 


James smiled. "Good. Now, let me get some sleep, short stuff." 


Lars frowned, almost fought James about it, but decided to stay silent. The battle of trying to get the truth 
from James had just been fought, and it was exhausting. The battle of annoying names could be saved for 


another day. 


